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PROEM. 


To rescue splendid actions from oblivion, is the 
province of exalted pens, be ours the humble task 
of delineating calamities en to the young 


adventurer at sea. 
The gentle reader must not be 3 to find 
2 incidents of embellishment tesselated 


in this mosaic picture of querulous disaster: 80 
fond is the present age of assimilating contrasted 
ideas, or, more properly speaking, such power has 
the Muse over the public mind, that, in a Theatre, 
we have joined in the bursts of laughter and ap- 
plause excited by those unpromising Subjects for 
hilarity—hwunger and hanging®*. 
As a taste for painting is so prevalent, and the 
terms of art are become, in a great measure, the 
illustrative language of the Muse; allusions to that 


See the Surrender of Calais. 


3 
elegant study unavoidably press on a writer's ima- 
gination.ä—Mr. BRoMLEY's resentment against the 
RO VAL ACADEMICIANS, forms an Episode in this 
Monody of Distress; and a few passages in a Poem, 
written by a Gentleman of approved _ | 
slightly glanced at. 

Great minds are incapable of an ungenerous 
resentment; and if they were, when the object of 
discussion is the attainment of truth, conscious 
rectitude should, good humourdly, adopt the lan- 
guage of an Athenian leader, 


Strike, 50 you but hear me.” 


SEA-SICK MINSTREL; 


OR, 


MARITIME SORROWS. 
CANTO I. 


LONG hath the Poet, pent in modest nook, © 
Paus'd--dread suspense l- to bind, or burn his book; 
At length resolv'd, from desperation, brave, 
He sings the virgin sorrows of the wave. 


For law, lawn-sleeves, and field of Mars unfit, 5 
Too mild to rail at pensioners, or Prrr; _ 
Too dull to catch at soul-subduing grace, 

Too weak to shield the wounded Arts of Peace; 

What can dejection?—Hush'd be ev'ry care, 

A ray from beauty counteracts despair. 10 
| B | 


A. 

Fine flowing form, carnations mildly spread, 
Harmonious mixture, pearly, white, and red; 
Ambrosial tresses, aliens to controul, 
Dissolving lips, and eyes that speak the soul; 
Witness how oft, before I write or think, 15 
My pen is plung'd in sigh-attemper'd ink ! 

Hoy oft at inns, while smoking viands wait, 

The letter d window breathes my faith, my fate; 
Where seats, and trees record the tender smart, 
How oft I break my pen-knife and my heart, 20 
And ah! perceptive of romantic fire, | 
Regarded sonnets, and repuls'd desire: 
As o'er the cheek a soſt suffusion strays, 
Attun'd to pity! pardon truant lays! 


No gentle WALLER wakes the trembling strings, 
No Ovid soothes, no warm Tibullus sings 26 
No plants from Paphos, no inspiring vines, 

No rumpled roses gay ANACREON twines; 

No sighs from FLoRA's am'rous tribes proceed 
No awful hand unfurls Taste's rural creed, 30 


v. 29. Alluding to the Loves of the Plants. V. go. Vid. The Landſcape. 


„ 

&© That Delphi's God“ the God of Belvidere! 
Owes all th' effulgence of celestial charms, 
Grandeur that awes, and energy that warm, 
To studied error—shoulders ill design d 35 
O, may like tenets never stain the mind _ 

Of Muse, or Minstrel, or of Chiefs, who claim 
Prescriptive right to deal out wreathes of fame! 
Rather let novelty with whim unite _. | 
In plaintive numbers, and a daring flight, 49 
While wave-stain'd sorrow paints the gushingstream, 
Tunes the harsh yell, arrests the fleeting dream; 
Raves on the dire phantasmas of despair,,  _ 
Loathing, and shipwreck, and chameleon fare! 


Les rentimens de Tame, du ceur, de ehr, 46 


Like Lid co's Latin, prove pure Greek at sea; 
And lo! Le je ne sgai quoi, qui plait toujours, 
Here listless lies, and Stains th* unsteady floor! 

V. 35. How a mind, affected with the enchusiatic delight which the perception of 
beauty and sublimity bestows, could have exbraced this opinion, is a matter of 
astonishment to many. 


A great part of what might be deemed pentinent hive, © reserved to a Note on 
another passage, where this subject is again touched upon. 


(2 ) 
Yet soft— nor shake the gentle frame with fears, 
Why reckless ope a secret source of tears? 30 
Why headlong plunge, -unstaid by sainted rules, 
Which buoy up merit, and encumber fools ?. 
—Ere mighty fabrics heave the lofty head, 
A master hand, directs the base to spread ; 
The super-structure next demands his care, 53 
At length the dome sublime, surmounts in air; 
Fram'd by the wisdom of Vitruvian laws, 
Paul's fane ascends, and seraphs chant applause ! 


School'd in the maxims sister Arts supply 
To tutor vision, form the mental eye, 60 
Refine sensation, dignify delight, 
And pour a new creation on the sight ; 
The bard, concentring Fancy's scatter'd beams, 
Thus the sad tale of NauTic woe proclaims. 64 


WHERE eer superb our floating tow'rs appear, 
What e'er their tonnage, or what eer their tier; 
First-rate, or frigate, or the warlike sloop, 


All boast apartments rang'd beneath the poop: 
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Descending deep, in giddy maze we move, 
Waves clash below, and active feet above; 70 
The helm full notes on iron hinges plays, : 
The vocal shrouds return responsive lays, | 
Asphaltic odours, aqueous scents arise, 

Pervade the vessel, and perfume the skies. 

Deck'd with the snowy honours of the loom, 75 
Resplendent counterpanes, redundant plume ; 

To SouNus sacred, for his rites ordain'd, 

Rare shrines, by no polluted joys prophan'd, 
Invite the vot'ry—here when twilight gray, 
Close draws the curtains of retiring day, 80 
Each vagrant thought shall court domestic peace, 
The busy monitor, reflection, cease; 1 
Tow'ring ambition stoop to humble rest, 

Nun: like, we'll clasp soft Sous to the breast, 
With cloister'd fervour, pious eyelids close, 85 
Rapt in beatitude of sweet repose! 

As glows the fair, when hymeneals bless, 

With masquerade, routs, equipage, and dress; 
As joys the Soph rejecting gown and band, 

For dice-box, phaeton, and four in hand, 90 


1 
Proud we aspire to vie with slumb'rous Jovx, 
Spell- bound in balmy redolence of Love: 
To minor gods the weal of worlds is flown, 
Ida his footstool, Juno's arms his throne. 


Meanwhile, prophetic mariners advise 95 
Elated landsmen to be timely wise; | 
Mitres—batoons—the types of regal grace, 
Stars—garters—gold-ſti _— and ns 

| mace, 
Despoil'd of lustre into crannies creep, 
To 'scape the thund'ring menace of the deep ; 100 
Then hie to hammock, safe, and soundly there 
Repose like school-boy lull'd by evening pray'r. 


How to decide 'twixt prudence and self-will, 
Requires true courage, and profoundest skill : 104 


What! give up all the dreams that lured us here, 


To box the compass, splice, hand, reef, and steer ; 
Renounce the study of the world's great chart, 


And most, PLAIN SAILING==--useful---envied art? 


* 

Two potent chiefs in Al Mas wide domain, 10g 
Terror, and Hope, by turns assert their reigag; 
Alternate conquer, and alternate yield, 
Till umpire Reason gubjugates the field: 
Triumphant Reason marſhals to the bed, 
With interwoven fillets binds the head ; 114 
Proclaims, that Truth from sound example springs, 
That Love is bliss, and © Facts are stubborn things.“ 
Her graceful port, her unimpassion'd strain, 
Her gentle looks in mem'ry shall remain 
While mem'ry lasts—she bade me onward move, 
Ascend with care the chicken-coop alcove, 120 
And propp'd by pillows in recumbent ease, 
Delighted learn —BRITANNIA RULES THE SEAS! 
With faith unbounded in the high behest, 

Not the young bridegroom is more swift undress d, 
With fonder transport scales the nuptial bow 'r, 125 
Sighs out his soul, and rifles ev' ry flow'r! 


But why this qualmish? whence this queasy 
mood? 
Have I swill'd flaggons ? swallow /d noisome food? 


(T0) 

Drugs I abhor, nor have I lately fed 

With foreign beaux, who cleanse their plates with 
bread; 6:1 130 

Nor native boors, who pick—beyond belief— 

Their tusks with forks, then stick them in their beef: 

No mental loathings float upon the brain, 

No dire prognostics from a tribe insane, 

Disease the fancy—yet—slow languors creep, 135 

Contagion low'rs---chill dews the temples steep, 

Man's proud pre-eminence expiring lies, 

And the last banquet---s800n---too soon will rise. 


Dear, rich repast, the call of Nature wait, 
Let her conduct thee to the postern gate, 140 
There unreprov'd and hid from vulgar eyes, 
Indulge the luxury of parting sighs! 
O! hand a vase---alas ! alas!---too late 
Weep, weep controllers of the bed of ſtate--- 
Some healing hand for pity hold my brows--- 145 
Seraphic pens, record ſpontaneous vows ! 
If once on shore---away---a sluice prevails, 
The world is delug'd !---ſponges, mops, and pails ! 


1 
So lucid streams ere winter bade them rise, 
Life of the landscape, mirrors of the skies, 150 
Enflam'd by mountain torrents scour the plain, 
And rustic toil, and female tears are vainz _. 
Carts, cradles, hurdles, crop, and cottage sweep, 
Or whirl'd in eddies, glut the ruthless deep! - 


Ah! gentle J---y, fly this loathed place, 155 
According ill with loveliness and grace : 
Smooth that bright forehead furrow'd by disdain, 
Caress thy guardian Angel, gallant PAE; 
'Twas NEeePTUNE whisper'dwhenthe chieftain storm'd, 
The gods directed what the man perform'd, 160 
Sooner than foam should stain such roseate lips, 
Perish commanders, be ingulph'd our Ships! dA. 


Pure from their source, in T impressive 
clime, 
Where sky, wood, water, — ns are sublime, 


Where Naiads, Dryads, and Pan's jocund train, 165 
Revel fantastic on th' inebriate plain; 
5 
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Two limpid rills of inspiration glide, 
And thirsty Tyros quaff the glowing tide; 
Bann'd by AroLLo, and the tuneful Nine, 
What inspiration flows from floods of brine? 170 
What sea-born raptures?---none---the Poets rave 
Depicting Venus rising from the wave: | 
The teeming surge a dismal offspring rears, 
Loathings, and reachings, curse commingled pray'rs, 
No laughter-loving goddess glads her womb, 175 
But ghastly forms, the tenants of a tomb ! 
---Roll as we list the wild exploring eye, 
Dejected groups like leaves autumnal lie ; 
So tun'd in perfect unison their state, 
** To taste, concoct, digest, assimilate,” 180 
Alike averse, alike sad sighs pervade ; 
Eternal murmurs swell each warm cascade: 
Trembling, abash'd, with downcast, lifeless look, 
As weeping willows pendant o'er a brook, 


Ver. 170. Vid. The Frontiſpiece. 


Ver. 178. Come d'Autunno si levan le foglie 
L'una äpresso dell altra, infin che'l ramo 
Rende alla terra tutte le ſue ſpoglie, 
Dante, dell Inferno. 


(uu): 
Tier, above tier, the squalid spectres mourn, 185 
Heave up their soul, and hug the constant urn 


Ve streaming flags, dread omens to the foe, 
Ye brazen tubes, dire ministers of woe, 
Ye casks, ye puncheons, stow'd with gen ' rous cheer, 
Blocks, cables, cordage, catheads, capstan, hear, 
Blithe cans of flip, and jest- promoting grog, 191 
And thou, great naval way-wizer, the log, | 
While scoff'd, unnerv'd, and spiritless we moan, 
Witness our torments, and attest each groan! 
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CANTO II. 
METHINKS I see some VANnDER SOLON rise, 
Or MyNHEER BOOTERSAC, grave, learn'd, and wise; 
High o'er the crowd lord paramount he opes 
Discourse veneer'd with cadence, pause, and tropes: 
“This nautic sketch—this jeu d esprit is fine— 5 
The subject novel, and the choice divine 
“The touch condite the science great we grant, 
“Here flick ring lights, with frisky tintings flaunt ; 


The clair obscure—the denouement display, 


* And tout ensemble, breathe a NON so CHE; 10 
% But would dear DENNER, or rare GERRARD 
stoop, | 


* To pumice, polish, and japan the group; 
“Confirm details—each casual grace retrench— 
e Soften with steam, and finely hint at stench; 

* Then, then, indeed, the little gem had blaz'd, 15 


* By Critics purchas'd, and by CHRISTIE praisd. 


Ver. 11. GERRARDO Dow. 


16 

CnRIisrIE may praise, and more persuasive smile, 
The fate-fraught hammer brandish to beguile, 
Draw the long bow when knowing ones are shy, 
And hit the target in the bull's orb'd eye: 20 
Avaunt base stile, involv'd with thy compeers, 
Still life, Dutch boors, —remain alone, TENIERs. 
A nobler impulse guides the pious plan, 

When votive tablets plead the woe-worn man ! 


Snatch'd from the perils of disast'rous seas, 25 
He calls up tones that bid affliction please; 


Ver. ag. Lovers of the Polite Arts, of nice discernment and replenished understand. 
ing, must be sensible, that groveling details, devoid of selection, are the stigmas of in- 
ferior schools. A mind fettered in the consideration of the more minute, solitary 
parts, pauses in the rapidity of conception; and the poet, painter, and critic, instead 
of indulging in a train of elevating imagery, sinks unavoidably into that - degenerate - 
style, which too often characterizes our dissertations, our private — galleries, 
and our stage. BolLEAu asserts | | 

Il n'y a point de serpent, ni de monstre odieux, 
„Qui par Part imit ne puisse plaire aux yeux. 

We envy not those who admire servile imitations of monatruoeity in nature, or in 
manners; but the French Critic must be understood agreeable to a poet's idea of 
imitative excellence, in which few, very few in any age have excelled; 

The harmonizing tints, and softer traits, 
Illusive shun the crude observers gaze, 
And justly to discriminate demand 
A practic'd pencil, and a master's hand.” 
I The Theatre, S. Wurrx. 


7, 
The parts minuter, treats with wise neglect, 
Sheds on the finer forms a bold effect, 
Revives the terrors of a sea-sick plight, 
Assails the soul, yet venerates the sight. 30 


Shred Prince of Ithaca, thy wand' ring toils, 

Escapes, atchievments, plots, and proud turmoils, 

Had kick d the beam when pois'd 'gainst hardships 
fell, 

Oceans dread roar, and bowel- moving swell; 

Not angry Scylla with her howling brood, 35 

Not craz'd Charybdis, bug-bear of the flood ; 

Enormous Cyclops stain'd with human gore, 

The hideous Lestrigons terrific shore, 

Nor witching Syrens, musical, and fair, 

Menace such fatal, undefin'd despair : 40 

In each rude wave ten thousand demons lurk, 

All foul defacers of God's handy-work ; 

Dismay gigantic wounds with venom'd fangs, 

And mem'ry lends a poignancy to pangs ! 

---Lost to the fond endearments left behind, 45 

The form celestial, and the kindred mind; 


( 15 ) 
A life of love, mirth, innocence, and taste, 
Symphonious magic, and the mental feast! 
No more the Senate chains th* instructed ear, 
No more we trace the Patriot in the Peer; 50 
No more the Graphic flights of SHAKsPEARE 
charm, | 
No more at BowyEeR's British annals warm; 
No more to Poets' Gallery we stroll, 
Where faith and fancy fascinate the soul; 
No buskin'd hero treads the polish'd boards, 55 
No comic humour bursts of joy affords, 


The conversation of the learn'd is fled, 
And Love's soft converse---Love himſelf, is dead! 


Still deeper sorrows this sad scene compose, - 
Attire neglected---sympathize, ye beaux! 60 
The tippee wanghee, and the high-dom'd hat, 
The careless shoe tie, and the swoln cravat; 

The rustic ringlet, tail, and tonish crop, 

The many corslets which encase the fop 
The spencer snug, that male or female suits, 65 
French pantaloons, white socks, and demi-boots, 


| E- ©} 
Exotics all, in this drear climate droop, 
And tasteful modes, like tyrant systems stoop. 


Plebeian roughness o'er the chin prevails, 
| Patricians start from such enormous nails; 70 
The teeth which erst were white as lambs new 
[! shorn, 4 
ji No more are bath'd at meals, or prun'd at morn, 


Princely endearments; fashions ev'ry grace, 
Fly the fork'd raddish and the rude carv'd face. 
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* | q | | Diurnal fragments of the Sybil's leaves, #75 
I : Her wonted banquet, famish'd Fancy craves; 
In vain she craves—no matin joys return, 
No cream, no coffee, no superb tea-urn ; 
No muffins, monthly magazines, reviews, 
New plays, new pamphlets, new laid eggs, nor 
news! -* 80 
No MornincG HERALD, of the bantam breed; 
No STar, where state astrologers may read, 
No country CHRONICLE, no courtly TiMes, 


No OkAcLE unfolding flimsy rhymes ; 
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6. 
No early TELEGRAPH removes suspense, 85 
No GAZETTEER of politics and sense, <7 
No LEDGER, ADVERTISER, MORNING PosT,--- 
No false Txus BRTrox, with sheer bronze imboss'd; 
Estrang'd from these, we ban the savage tide, 
Loathe the dull hours, and spurn at Nautic pride. 


Say, that immur'd in wooden walls we scape 91 

Each base example of the bear, and ape; 

Yet, where's the noble stimulus to shine, 

In art or science, or- -the card to dine--- 

Flush with expectance Fancy wings her way, 95 

Outstrips that cold performer, dull Dismay; 

Feasts at the fount of intellectual light, 

And rich returns with renovated might : 

Toss'd on the surge, like poultry in a show'r, gg 

Drizzled and dank, her pinions lose their pow'r ; 

The fainting soul no longer pants to soar, 

The Picturesque of Pxicx, can please no more: 
Ver. 102, Mr. Paiex in tracing the idea of the picturesque, through the different 

works of art and nature, displays a taste highly cultivated, united to sensations of mind, 


free and unencumbered by prejudice, or the affectation of singularity. 
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( 18 ) 


Pregnant with beauties snatch'd from Time's decay, 


TowNLEy, no more thy attic groups convey 104 


Taste's pure emotions! such as CAMPBELL owns, 
When Genius triumphs! or when Merit moans ! 
Coop'd in a cot, ev'n BEaumonT's self would feel, 
The polish'd mind corrode like polish'd steel; 
Accomplish'd GREvILLE, with a soul serene, 

Sink under Languor's taste-subduing chain; 110 
And easy SYMMONs, lov'd by ev'ry Muse, 

Forego their charms, when Neptune's foam imbrues. 


Where, calm Philosophy, thy vaunted use, 
When manhood sinks in seas of gastric juice ? 
Not stoic strength, nor apathy can save, 115 
Nor all thy waters, cleansing Lethe, lave; 


Ver. 104. From the small portion of real taste ſor sculpture that formerly prevailed, one 
would suppose that the doctrine of the Iconoclasts, had been cherished in this king- 
dom: fortunately, the mist that so long obscured our hemisphere, is at length eva- 
porating, and this, in a great degree, owing to the splendid and classical Museum of 
Mr. TowNLEy, a gentleman, who by perseverance, munificence, and the most ex- 
quisite judgment, has formed a gallery of antique busts and statues, that in point of 
selection, ranks the first private collection in Europe. 

Ver. 107. Sir GEORGE BEAUMONT, Bart. 
Ver. 109. The Right Hon, CHARLES GREVILLE. 


("48-3 

ge, rank, nor sex, secure the hapless guest, 
— the sad reflux of a naval pet. 
---The puling infant, and the boy new: breech'd, 
The damask cheek with dimpled smiles enrich'd, 
The guarded matron, unsuspecting nymph, 121 
In purling cadence pour out rills of lymph. 
Princes and potentates, a sacred race, 
Whose high descent from demi-gods we trace; 
Their right divine, let Buxxx divinely urge--- 123 
When the tall Argo breasts the roaring surge, 
The kingly voice is stifled in the storm: 
The writhing pangs, the wreathed brows deform, 
Crowns, sceptres, vanities, are hurl'd aside, | 
The tragic oh! protrudes the gushing tide, - 130 
And hope, the last sad solace wretches lose, 
Alike forsakes the Monarch, and the Muze! 
Yet how to paint in sympathizing rhyme, 
Afric's scath'd sons, whose colour is their crime; 
Snatch'd from a sister's, from a sire's embrace, 135 
Torn from a wife, with sable, honest face; 


Ver. 132. Lasciate ogni speranza, voi che 'ntrate. | 
Dante, del Inferno. 
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Plung'd under hatches, deeper plung'd in mind, 
The means of life---the wish to live resign'd! 
If sweet compassion be not wholly lost, 
And BRIT1sH mercy but an idle boast, 140 
Lend me your ears, your eyes--ah no!--forbear-- 
Here rocks would melt, and Makrar shed a tear! 
Huge mounds of men, piled hecatombs of blacks, 
Tears score their cheek, the cruel thong their 

backs; 
Slave chain'd to slave in the Procrustean bed, 145 
The sick and hale---the living and the dead--- 
While Stygian torrents unremitting flow, 
In the deep hold, that dire abyss of woe! 


These, these are mischiefs!---trumpet-tongu'd, 

they crave 2 

The out-stretch'd arm of chiefs, whose will can save; 

But pow'r, and will, amus'd in stern debate, 151 

Relinquish sentiment for party heat; 

And Conscience, hood-wink'd, callous grown, and 
mute, 

Confounds the reas' ning being with the brute. 154 


( 21 ) 

Thrice happy Hebrew! when to Tarshish bound, 
The poppy wreathe the Prophet's temples crown'd; 
All flame the billows, all the sky one blot, - 
Rous'd from repose he draws unmov'd the lot, 
And CurT1vs like, the ship and crew to save, 
Plunges a victim, and serenes the wave: 160 
No longer dreads the surges nor the gale, 
Imparadised in midrif of a whale! 


( 22 ) 


CANTO 111. 


BORNE on rude billows, far from rapture's coast, 
What boots the pencil, or the plectrum's boast ! 
Here fire of genius and emerging day, 


Are chill'd, and clouded ; no supernal ray 


e Measur'd by prudence” with sublime regard, 5 
To breadth, weight, warmth, illumes the lurid bard; 
Frown'd on by NEPTUNE, all the bliss we know, 
Is dull meridians, and Kamtschatka glow ! 


Say, sons of Pindus, shall th' impassion'd chord 
Tamely depict what local scenes afford ; 10 


Ver. 5. Vid. Mr. Bromley's dedication to the King. 
Ver. 9. See the Landscape, verse goy, to verse g16, book gd. The Author of this 


_ didactic Poem, lays it down as a precept, that Art should employ * its skill on things 


which here spontaneous grow,” and that a student placed beneath * our cool and 
wat'ry sky.“ should never extend his thoughts, nor suffer fancy to receive any 
impressions, but what are communicated by incidents arising from local situation: 
the Painter is to © follow” no * preceding guide; he is to banish from his works 
* the glowing tints of a more genial climate, he is never * to confide in mem'ry,” 


628 
And void of memory's magic, hope to bind, 
The transcient gleam that gilds a pensive mind: 
Say, if forbid to range the classic field 
By Tiber water'd, by dictators till'd, 
Must the rapt pencil to contingence bow, 15 
Nor trace a CixcixxArus at the plow? 
---Unaw'd by freezing dogmas, wat'y skies, 
The mimic Art o'er Taste's creation flies; 
Smiles at the bard whate'er his wealth or state, 
Who chains her down to copy, not create. 20 


On native wilds th' instinctive sense of brutes, 
Spurns the dull poison that spontaneous shoots; 
And truth--oh! hideous---pent in mural oak, 
Dutch pencil d truth, would Russian bears provoke. 
In this drear haunt grief's native semblance wears, 
| Now clotted locks, and now erected hairs; 26 


for if he does, the result will be, Pictures manner'd and harsh,” and © uniform 
and tame. Could Six JosnuA REYNOLDS rise from the dead, what would he think 
of a doctrine tending to narrow the powers of the mind, separate extentiue obgerva- 
tion from dexterity of practice; make partial imitation, supercede combined excel- 
lence; and, at one blow hew down every branch of * 
of the great Masters ? 


( 24 ) 

No breathing form with pictur'd form to vie, 
No scope to feast the poet's phrensied eye; 
Sorrow, contrition, and erroneous fright, 
Roost in the cabbin with the bird of night! 30 
---Dim the mind's orb, the fibres all unstrung, 
Inert that moving miracle the tongue; 
Departing beams their mellow tints diffuse, 
Seductive sloth with balmy drops bedews ; 
Desire deceas'd, we plough the trackless deep, 35 
Intomb'd in partial---not eternal sleep: 
The Birth-day ode intrusive wit forbids, 
Polemic sermons close the drowsy lids, 
A pedant torpor in the cranium dwells, 
And M---»'s pleading lulls with opiate spells. 40 
Dull matter chain'd, th' etherial Spark breaks 

free 
And bounds my BROLEx unrestrain'd to thee, 


Ver. 42. Previous to the issuing a patent to this pontifical guardian of the shadowy 
regions, we made every possible inquiry into his claims; we consulted the pene- 
trating, the learned, the dispassionate, and from well-attested documents are autho- 
rised to pronounce, that as a writer, he is destitute of taste and science, that he 
plunders without mercy from books which he seldom appears to understand, and 


( 25 ) 
To thee, whose labours prop the Morphean state, 
Anointed keeper of the Somnian gate. 
We fly the fields where fairy fancy roves, 
Where peerless poets tutor lisping loves ; ; 
Sublimely buoyant on an air balloon, 
To gaze at kindred minstrels in the moon: 
Now coast the margin of the milky way, 
And visit spheres that shed eternal day; 50 
Eternal revels bless these worlds of light, 
Eternal feasts, eternal appetite, 
Eternal wine, eternal welcome reigns, 
And love eternal crowns the cheerful swains! 54 
Transporting sight !---The woof ten acres spread 
On a large plain where thousands daily fed: 


45 


forgetting himself from page to page, is guilty of the most ridiculous contradictions. 
Mr. Bromley begins the second part of the Critical History of the polite Arts, 
with a laboured attempt to discover the precize age of SEMIRAMIS, and 8ucceeds to 
a miracle; for we find, she lived two or three thousand years before the Christian 
#ra! Two or three thousand years! pshaw, nothing; even the age of DzpaLus is 
0 strangely confounded, that we are led to conclude, that he died before the 
Trojan war, though his Father appears to be born after it. Notwithstanding the 
press groans under elections of Beauties from this extraordinary author, all partial 
delineation, must (to use his own — diction) * terminate in an uncouth 
manner, amounting to no given ape. One quotation more, and we have done: 
umb there is a va 


variety (/! 
E 


( 26 ) 

NotGaRRow's toiling voice nor STURT's stout lungs, 
Not Arcvus self, tho' all his eyes were tongues, 
Could name the dishes, no, nor all the books 
Penn'd by the wise prolixity of cqoks--- 60 
Here hills of topaz, there rock crystals beam, 
And spicy islands float in floods of cream! 

Proud haunches peer like sea forsaken rocks; 
A cloud cap'd pyramid of roasted ox | 
Extends a lengthen'd shadow o'er the land, 63 
Teal, partridge, woodcock, pheasant, tamely stand, 
And last, not least, the bird whose candid plume 
Arms modern wits, and rescued ancient Rome. 


Captured the festive pageantry to grace, 
Aquatic cohorts, mute, misshapen race; 70 
Shorn of their scaly panoply, and pride, 

The crest-fall'n hords in peaceful squadrons glide; 
Red seas of sauce, with shrimps like PHaRAaon's 
host, | ? 
Bathe the rich spoils, and batten all the coast. 74 
---To crown the feast, a more than Pontic flood, 
Or Adriatic, swoln with Crescent blood ; 


(Ee) 
So rich a tide, by state refinement led, 
The plighted Doo uxoriously might wed ; 
Say, say of what ?---cold metaphor begone--- 
Of TurTLE Sovuy !-<-that ev'ry dish in one - 80 
While opening lips dissolve in moist desires, 
From opening lids, the dear delight retires, 
In plastic pomp Tea equipage is seen, 
TuRTLE and Tx a---vast difference I ween. 


From * bliss, recall'd to waking woe! 85 
Frantic to find repose a bosom'd foe : 
Fly'st thou lov'd Turtle taste's enamour'd choice ? 
Lend me ye gods an Aldermanic voice, 
Whose silver sounds a distant Ind controul, 
To lure the fleeting banquet to the soul: 90 
Let verdant marrow lusciously invite, 
And Calapee with Calipash unite - 
Delusive joy- The trident-shaking god 
Rears his broad bosom from the briny flood, 
With scornful brow, derides the glutton pray'r, 95 
Green fat, fond hope, and feasting melt in air! 


( 28 ) 


) 


Sunk in soft slumber, or to life restor'd, 
(If life, be life, without the festive board) 
Hopeless for HomeR's sav'ry cates we grieve, 
Refection's gifts allure but to deceive : 100 
Flown ere secretion maturates her plan, 
No wholesome viands meliorate the man ! 


While cherub voices breathe, © Risk, kILL, and 
EAT,” 3 

A saint entranc'd abjures a heav'nly treat; 
To kill and cool, then eat, is Levite law, 105 
And PeTER shrinks from food unclean, and raw, — 
Supine and recreant, on a pensile bed, 
The sea-sick sinner, fearful to be fed, 
Eyes with dismay what famish'd souls desire, 
Nor tastes, tho' cleans'd by culinary fire. 110 
Ask of Experience---list her learn'd reply--- 
The roast, the bak'd, the boil'd, the stew, the fry, 
The force-meat pas, French-taught fricasee / 
Lose their fine flavour when the helm's a-lee : 
Do pork and peas allure fantastic choice, 115 
A shrill explosion drowns the human voice; 


( 29 ) 
If ham, thin sliced, be swallow'd down with care, 
The rising gas infects the ambient air, 
Prophanes the breath that trumpets forth the 3 
And adds new horrors to Six Tosy's name. 120 
Is soup prescribed, a health restoring food, 
Where deep immers'd the Gallic bird is stew'd, 
In rice abounding, and with spices warm, 
Serv'd on Queen's ware to dignify the charm ; 
Resist the sorcery, nor prurient, eat, 125 
A deed so rash, defies a last retreat, 
Bars the rear portal of the vile Bastile, 
And spreads disorder in the public weal: 
Repell'd below, the motley mingled mass, 
Bellows for freedom at each guarded pass; 130 
Indignant from the bondage upward springs, 
And, Democrat, reſpects---nor Lords, nor Kings. 


So fires volcanic force a lofty vent, 
Destructive lava rushing from the rent ; 


V. 128 The characteristics of burning mountains are rumbling noises within the 
bowels of the volcano, a quantity of smoke issuing from its crater, accompanied with an 
emission of red-hot scoriz, and ashes, shot up to an amazing height ; while a tide 
of liquid lava is discharged with violence, and the atmosphere rendered unfit for 


( 30 )) 
Mephitic stenches banefully expand, 135 
And PLiny's fate arrests the stifled band. 


Go soothing verse, persuade frail flesh and blood, 
That ill is mere redundancy of good, 
And moral good, in spite of Virtue's aid, 
Is physical defect in masquerade : 140 
Ah me! no casuist in discursive schools, 
Of sceptic wisemen, or of sceptic fools, 
A meer mechanic in the reas'ning trade, 
Simple and blunt, I call a spade---a spade; 
And as our keel the troubled surge inflames, 145 
Find ills, are ills, how e'er disguised their names. 


respiration. See Sin WilLLiam HauTrox's Description of the Eruption of 
Vesuvius, in 1766, 1767, and 1779, Phil. Trans. vol, 57, &c. also PLtxy's letter to 
TAcrrus, describing the eruption that proved fatal to his uncle. 


(a4 3 


n IV. 


WHEN stomach calls, the pia-mater wakes, 

A lengthen'd note, with taste, the songster Shakes ; 
When pinch'd by famine painters seize the tool, 
Adelphi's forum rivals RarHAEL's school: 

A hungry Poet scales the bright abodes, 5 
Looks down on Kings, and banquets with the Gods. 
At sea no less, starv'd diaphragms bestow, 
Impulsive gales to stem the tide of woe; 

And Wit's sensorium, court of common sense, 9 
Where feelings terminate, and thoughts commence; 
Won like the bench when Exsxkixx pleads the cause 
Of love aggrieved, or rent connubial laws; 

Yields to perceptions active Memory paints, 13 
Of varied texture, smiles, and cranks, and plaints. 


Ver. 4. With whatever appetite the Artist (BARRY) that decorated this great room, 
might have began his work, we could never learn that he departed a full-fed 
guest. The Society for encouraging Arts and Sciences, in this instance, cannot be 


accused of generosity. 


(8 ) 

From waking dreams what keen sensations spring, 
KArE strides a vestal---Lovis struts a king; 16 
Parisian sections, nothing more to fleece, 
Dream to purloin from Rome, the spoils of Greece, 
And Gaulish Druids glow with one accord, 

To preach at Paris tyranny restored. 20 


Then come nectareous chalice to the lip, 
Slake Delphic thirst while puny prose-men sip, 
Digressive charm in Life's eventful theme, 
Grief's bland emollient, welcome waxinc DREAM! 


Proud waves be still-- Aolian slaves retire, 25 
Magnetic needle, mark a Flamen's ire; 
Twice twenty Artists rush upon the scene, 
BROMLEY pursues knee-deep in school-man spleen; 
Like fell BRIARE Us with his hundred hands, 

He hurls defiance at opposing bands. 30 
Stay suasive KAUFFMAN, milder thoughts infuse, 
Appal the miscreant, foe to Painting's Muse; — 
Alas! she flies, unmov'd by melting strains, 

To taste Elysium on Ausonian plains. 


( B33 ) 
Tis BroMLEy's glory greatly to disclose, 35 
That majesty rejects not humble prose, 
With giant stride to lead the wand'ring soul, 
In walks of Art that reach from pole to pole; 
Yet conscript Academics of Saint Luxx, 
Revile his mission, rusticate his book. 40 
Shall GLycon's glory mildew in our vaults? 
His niche usurp'd by BRoMLRV's giant faults? 
“Such pond'rous dulness wakes unwilling fears, 
* Resounding arcades murmur in our ears, 44 
Preserve the fabrick, and preserve your name 
« A nation's pride yet more a Grzorce's fame; 
Dismiss these volumes from the Muses seat, 
just be your acts and leave the rest to fate. 
Ver. 40. « A philozophical and critical hittory of the fine Arts, deduced from the 
earlieit records, through every country in which the Arts have been cherished, to 
their present extablichment in Great-Britain, under the auspices of his Majesty 


RING GEORGE the Third.” Notwithstanding the importance of the subject, the 
sounding title of the work, and maugre the dedication to the throne; the Royal 
Academy disapproved of this performance. Whether a volume more or less re- 
posing in their library, merited serious consideration, we shall not pretend to deter- 
mine: we only take cognizance of the illiberal, inelegant, not to say Billingsgate 
attacks made on individuals through the medium of the MoxxninG HERALD, under 
the signature of R. BONEY; very properly these were never answered. 
Ver. 41. The Farnese Herculus. 
0 


4 

Brooding revenge for wit so much ** d, 
Our Philo-Sophist with indignant haste, 50 
Complains, indites, the fieri facias names, 
Writs, costs of court, deep damages he frames ; 
While upright inquests wielding Wisdom's quill, 
Write Ignoramus on each faulty bill; 
And Candour weary of th' ignoble strife, 55 
Forms hasty sketches, touch'd with truth from life. 


Both fond of science, both to nature true, 


The brother Saxpsy's different joys pursue. 


CHAMBERS a pillar of the art appears, 


Enrich'd by praise, and picturesque from years. 60 
A WyarrT's order strikes malignance mute, 


The Shaft sound sense, perfection the Volute. 


Ver. 56. These portraits are nothing more than slight hints at the prominent cha- 
racter of the originals; and like the poesy of a ring, may serve as mottos to a few 
of the drawings in that interesting series of profiles, delineated by, and in the col- 
lection of GORE Dance, Esg. R. A.— A man to excel in panegyric, must per- 
fectly understand other people's feelings, and in most instances, absolutely com- 
mand his own; hete this knowledge has not been assumed, nor is any sacrifice 
made of principle. At an early period having digested the Fable of the Old Man 
and his Aſs, the author pretends not to give general satisfaction: He ardently wishes 
that poets, painters, and critics, were both, almost, and altogether as free from 
that malady than which nothing can be more debasing ; 

InviDia Siculi non invenere tyranni 
Majus tormentum. 


( 38 ) 
Dance, robed by Wisdom in Palladian proof, 
Bids Culprits tremble, Critics stand aloof. 
Yet BROMLEY, arm'd with impudence and lead, 
Flings missive nonsense at each R. A's. head. G66 
While VE the Arts with wedlock welcome greets, 
Mos resigns to Hymen all their sweets. 
Impell'd by Bunxcn, the whirring wheel flies round, 
And finish'd gems, like foodful grain, are ground. 
W1LTON! for thee the British laurel grows, 71 
And pleas d imbowers thy dignify'd repose. 
---Consign'd/ to NOLLEKEN's, a sacred trust, 
The hero's image, and the statesman's bust, 

In Parian pride to Fame's steep summit climb, 78 
Triumph o'er Death, and mock the teeth of Time. 
Yet biting BRoMLEY, Taste and Reason's foe, 

With wooden scythe, directs a deadly blow. 
Dedalian arts a TYLeR's hand can trace, 79 
And social manners crown his hours with peace. 
Where lofty CHaTHAam, prime of patriot names, 
In moving eloquence of action beams, 
Exalted Bacon glows with honest pride, 
And rules resistless Time's eternal tide, 


(88 
---Here genial feelings fire the breathing done, 85 
Imbody thought, and make it bliss to moan 
Greece in her palmy days had voted thanks, 
And crowning PhIDIAs, form'd a wreath for Banks. 

Still Virtue trembles for Athenian bays, 

When BROMLEY's blight assails rever'd R. A's. 
Now Oplx like an Ajax takes the field, 91 
Lifts his broad shoulder, and his seven- fold shield. 
A CorrEx's skill the meed of triumph gives, 

And the dead statesman on his canvas lives. 
---Midst aromatic sweets, and solar fires, 95 - 
Where the bright Phenix redolent expires; 

A second REyNnoLDs emanates in blaze, 

Parnassus echoes © unsuspected praise!“ 

Thy triumphs HorpNER, wealth and fame attend, 
The town thy Patron, and the Muse thy friend! 

Still base Detraction poisons ev ty gale, 101 

As threcher BROMLEY wields his clumsy flail. 

A Coswar's fervour, chain'd to Fashion's size, 
Spurns at restraint, and with the boldest vies. 


Ver. 100. See the Mxviap, Ver. 347, to Ver. g9o. To deserve praise, and to 
be so ably praised, is a happy, and a very rare coincidence. 


1 

The groups of Ricaup nervously combin'd, 105 
Display extensive discipline of mind. 

See WHEATLEY form'd by polish of the town, 
| Make rural scenes, the golden age, his own: 
And WEsTALL, playful in Idalian groves, © 
Disport with Venus, nestle with her doves; 110 
Then borne exulting on a steed of fire, £3, 
To greater deeds—Miltonic flights, aspire. 

Yet BROMLEY hors d upon a broom exzays, 

With wizard wit to worry plum'd R. A's. 
Thy colours, Zorraxij! propitious save, 115 
The Actor's fleeting graces from the grave. ; 
Intrepid NoRTHCoTE, with aspiring soul, 
Pants for expression, and attains the goal. 
Observing SMIRKE, replete with comic wiles, 
With softness irritates, with truth beguiles. 120 
A rugged BAR RV, by ambition stung, 8 5 
The wary Greek's reluctant bow had strung: 


Ver. 121. © Still pleas'd to praise, yet not afraid to blame.” 

This Professor thinks well on the Art of Painting, and when he commits his 
thoughts to paper, writes with energy; but unfortunately, whether from disap- 
pointment, or some other cause, the mode of life he has adopted, prevents his 
opinions from having the weight or currency that more polished manners might 
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( 38 ) 
While modest SToTHARrD's temper'd sweetness 
charms, | 
Winds round the heart, and without effort warms. 

Yet baleful BROMLEY, like a moon-calf scowls, 

And inward burns to drug their birth-day bowls. 
The works of HamiLTon, by feeling grac'd, 127 
Charm with endearing elegance and taste ; 

In full fruition teem Arcadia's treat, 
Details luxuriant, and a whole compleat ! 130 
---Born to subdue with touch or smooth, or crisp, 


And rich in style ere others learn to lisp; 


See LAURENCE sportively, twixt Taste and Truth, 
Twine Autumn's treasures with the rose of youth: 
And BarToOLozz1, tho' to lucre cold, 135 
Transmute dull copper into standard gold. 

Yet, yet again, the maniac BROMLEY burns, 

And curses R. A's to untimely urns. 


bestow. Every virtuous man despises base flattery, but there is a vice the reverse 
of this, which, in the opinion of a classic Moralist, is still more insupportable. 


« Asperitas agrestis, & inconcinna, gravisque, 
Quæ se :ommendat tons cute, dentibus atris; 
Dum vult libertas mera dici, veraque virtus. 


( 39 ) 
Flora's gay tints, Pomona's vivid tones, 
RussEL's bright crayon in creating owns, 140 
---The pomp of chivalry---the'clash of arms--- 


wn WorLrt---Rome's + * s chaste 
 Whateer r the hm auspicious Wer elects 
Science dilates, and energy directs. 

The tones of -LouTHERBOURG Ame roam, 145 
From Sinai's Mount to Jordan's parted fonmm; 
With Painting's magic as with Prospero's wand, 
The master sways, air; fire, and sea, and land. 
Yet BROMLEY buried in Beotian shade, 
Invokes tornadoes Tutte: domain 2 150 
Bux ROI wing d pencil yields electric sparks, 
Beams in the light, and gives a depth to darks; 

A GARVEx, erst conſined to British hues, 
Bounds unrestrain d to Baia 's mellow d views : 
Touches by Hopczs with their subject glow, 155 
Harden in rocks, in running waters flow. 

The royal Thames, and gentle Medway gaze 

At gleams of sun-shine thro the silv'ry maze, 
While FARIN Oro, reflectively serene, 

Arrests each transient beauty of the scene. 160 
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„ 
Still growling BROMLEY rails at modern days, 
And vows that hell is peopled with R. A's. 
Now fond of bracelets, now the storied dome ; 


In crayons, HumenRy finds an honour'd home. 


Marshall'd by Ricyarps in perspective line, 165 
Groves, palaces, and pageants proudly shine. 
A CarToxN's tints triumphantly embark, 


On seas of heraldry in Noan's ark.--- 


While groveling tribes contrive to err by rule, 
And shrink dismay'd from BuonaRoTa's school; 
Lo! FusEL1 sustain'd on Rapture's wings, 171 
Terror, delight, and chains, and chaplets flings! 
Still BROMLEY foams--'tis HE, tis HE=-he cries, 
Has broach'd the GAS by which I sought to rise 
To him belong Night-mare and Weird spell, 175 
To him I give the Hottest place in hell. | 
Ah! blust'ring BROMLEV, hadst thou felt like me 
Dead doing horrors of a boist'rous sea! 
Not parching fire---chafd brine had been the 


curse, 
Cradle of nausea, and of pangs the nurse! 180 


Ver. 170. MICHAEL ANGELO. 


( 4x ) 
Cruel as CHaRoN, tyrant of the Styx, 
Conch-sounding Tritons trembling souls transfix ; 
With flaming eye, demoniac rage they urge, 
Incessant streams, that unsupplied resurge!--- 
When next inflamed Art's ministers to ban, 183 
Let no unmeaning mercy chill thy plan; 
Teaze not with mischiefs but of mean pretence, 
Dearth--pestilence--thy book--thy war with sense-- 
Expel from bloomy avenues of Taste, - 
And launch them'sea-sick on a wat'ry waste. 190 


Ver. 181. Caron dimonio, con occhi di bragia, 
Loro accennando, tutte le raccoglie: 
Batte col remo, qualunque s adagia. 
ö Dax. Dell Inferno, Canto iii. 
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CANTO V. 


NOT with more transport fond THR aSYLLUsdream'd, 
Hugg'd rich delirium, and his cure blasphem'd ; 
Recall'd to sense he pines in endless shade, 

His fleets are founder d, and his fortunes fade. 


The soothing spells of airy fabricks broke, 5 
Illusions melt, like blaz'd Reform, in smoke; 
Imperial Reason reassumes her sway, 

No more in Academic Groves we stray; 
The direful contrast rankles in the breast, 
Ingenders bile, and Thane like, murders rest, 10 


Ver. 1. THRASYLLUS, the Athenian Madman, alluded to by RochErAucau ir: 
his insanity consisted in a harmless conceit of imaginary riches ; he rejoiced on the 
arrival of freighted vessels in the Pireum: when restored to the use of his intellects, 
he suſſered under the joint calamities, of want and despondence. Vid. lian. 

HokaCce, mentions a citizen of Argos, who frequently sat up whole nights, fancy- 
ing himself present at the representation of a fine tragedy: a dose of hellebore, af- 
fectionately administered by his kindred, cured him of the folly, What language 


could express his gratitude ? 
Pol me occidistis, amici, 


Non servastis, ait; cui sic exorta voluptas, 
Et demptus per vim mentis gratissimus error. 


Ver. 10. © Macbeth does murder sleep.“ 


( 48 ) 

Rome's rigid Cexsos, deep in Wisdom's page, 
Abjured the sea and liv'd rever'd a sage; 
The mighty XeRxes, proudly prone to save 
Exhausted stomachs, chain'd th' emetic wave, 
And PELevus' son, whom silv'ry TaeT1s bore, 15 
Obtests the gods, to fight, to fall on shore; 
Yet precept, precedent, nor proofs prevail, 
When Folly steers, and Passion swells the sail: 
Man, wayward man, the tyrant of an hour, 
Delights to roam, and falls thro' lust of pow'r; 20 
Boasting his freedom, while he clanks his chains, 
Now fool, now wise, as CusToM guides the reins: 
In sea-girt Malta, nymphs, not void of grace, 
Display the bosom, and conceal the face ; 
The maids of honour, in EL1zA's days, 25 
Crav'd beef for breakfast, and more strange 

wore stays: 

Magic of Custom's all controling sway ! 
When spurted atoms in clear crystal stray, 
The teeth-ablution crowns a nectar'd feast, 
And gross refinement stamps the gargle, chaste. go 
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1 ( 44 ) 

The Sailor thus, inur'd from stripling years, 
Perch'd on the top-mast, counts the stars, nor fears 
The dreadful yawning of the nether deep, 

And safely sinks as ease invites, to sleep. 

In vain to climb the tackling we aspire, 35 
Anguish subdues unpracticed gownsmens' fire; 
Foreboding tremor thrills in ev'ry limb, 

Thaw'd like ice cream, in icy sweats we Swim : 
Plum'd from above, no graceful HERMES guides, 
With fragrant antidote thro' whelming tides; 40 
Where more than fabled sorceries translate, 
HvrERIONs semblance to a swinish state. 
---Terrific clouds o'er liquid mountains prowl, 
Unshackled winds appal with deaf ning howl ; 
Jove's dread percursors, livid lightnings glare, 45 
And horrors hurtle in the poison'd air ! 


What daring Artist in a storm-scourg'd sea, 
Grappled with terror, emulates VERNET? 


Ver. 48. VERNET, the most distinguished marine painter of che French school, 
frequently went to sea in tempestuous weather, where, made fast to the shrouds, he 


( 45 ) 
Or W1L$0N like, secure, sublimely flies 
Thro' troubled waters, and ill-omen'd skies; 50 
Then greatly paints AroLLo's vengeful rage, 
And chills, and charms a philosophic age?- 
Let sturdy wits with stauncher stomachs stand, 
Behold the coil, and guide the graphic hand; 


observed attentively, and treasured up incidents, which, by strength of memory, and 
freedom of handling, he afterwards transmitted successfully to the canvas. 

Ver. 49. Since the death of W1LsoN, the higher style of landscape has scarcely 
been attempted,” and (melancholy reflection) the encouragement this great Artist 
met with, was not the most flattering,” this Mr. Kx It acknowledges; and we 
beg leave to add, that a Poem having for its basis an art in which W1Ls0N $0 emi- 
nently excelled, might have received the brightest ornaments of illustration from 
his learned pencil. Judicious selection, all the science of composition, the correct. 
ness of appropriate detail, with breadth as a presiding principle, are to be found in 
W1L$0N's pictures; yet, in the didactic Poem, no one precept has been enforced 
by examples drawn from such aggregate excellence; while the © Village Mill” of 
the meek HosBiMa, the Ivy'd Cottage” of the gentle OsTraps, WATERLOE'S 
Copse,” and RysDAEL's tiny Water-Fall,” contend with CLAUDR LokRaAiN's 


extensive view . 
« O'er Rome's Campania, and the Tyrrhene tide.” | 
Vid. The Landscape. 
Rest, rest perturbed spirit of departed genius; the neglect of thy excellence is 
engraven on the tablet of weeping Memory! 
Ver. 51. See a Storm in Sm Gzorct BEAUMONT's collection, in which the 


death of the Niobe Family is introduced, every part of the picture corresponds in 


Deep ting'd and damp, and congregated clouds, 
And all the vapoury turbulence of Heav'n. 
THOMPSON, 


©) 
Loet doughty heroes of the JuL1an line, 55 


Their brows with laurel, or with oak entwine; 
The great example of their grahdsire urge, 
And bravely boast of buffeting the surge, 
Tho' Pæans swell, we scorn the frothy claim, 
Nor toil by water-spaniel feats to fame: 60 
If dole be crime—deep crimes shall stand confest, 
And Truth unbar the window in the breast. 
---While waves ascending push against the sky, 
And mast, yard, round top, crash'd in ruin lie ; 
Lost in a chaos of contending woes, 65 
Like female softness wreck'd by mother's throes ! 
The bard, pale, prostrate, panting, screams for aid, 
Moans, droops, faints, falls, and sinks a breathless 
Shade! 
So blushing tribes of odour Shedding flow'rs, 
Stoop their gay heads surcharg'd with heavy show'rs; 
And very angels, toss'd on such wild seas, 71 
Had stain'd their wings, and welter'd in disease. 
We mean not angels of a texture rare, 
Translucent tenants of cerulean air, 


| ( 47 ) 

Cut out from rain-bows, splicing of sun-beams, 75 
Pure tricksy spirits view'd in sainted dreams; 

No tis the choir, who cloath'd in nervous brawn, 
Scour Peniel plains, ere blushes streak the dawn; 
Celestial frames, like Samson, form'd to fell 

The roaring lion, and whole myriads quell; 80 
Athletic Jacos, urg d th' angelic strife, 

Shrunk in the tug, and blush'd, and limp'd for life. 


Who talks of innocence by Turks impal'd? 
Of suffering faith, by bigot fangs assail'd? 
Racks, pincers, flames,--we brave such puny ills, 85 
Or gulp them down like analeptic pills. 
Bereav'd of picture, and of stage effect, 
Of food, health, toilet, patience, and respect ; 
Banish'd from bliss the Bond-street loungers prove, 
And curtail'd in the heritage of love! 90 
The surge-stain'd haggard, Dignity's disgrace, 
Hurl'd by disease from Manhood's polish'd base, 
Invokes the Fates, with foam-slur'd feeble breath, 
To strike in mercy, and to heal with death! 


(7) 
Death has no terrors for the brave and wise, 95 
Tis vice and folly, see his saucer eyes: 
When courts, or states, to crimes a sanction give, 
To die is baseness, brave men Aare to live. 
But, when impartial rulers sway the helm, 
And wealth, and trophies, mark a prosp'rous 
realm, 
To ills unknown, from certain good to fly, 
Is greatly daring— tis sublime to die !— 
A Caro reason'd—yet, a Caro bled, 
And the next wave shall shroud this stricken head: 
Distracted Sayeno points the desp'rate way, 105 
_ Pathetic languor, gently murmurs—nay ! 
And Learning's blush, unletter'd self Defence, 
In men, birds, beasts—(and beasts, birds, men have 
sense) 
Persuasive pleads to shield Truth's menac'd laws, 
Thus life is sav'd, but Instinct wins the cause. 


So the frail wretch that braves the wintry storm, 
Night wand'ring Penury—a female form! 112 


| ( 49 ) 

Whose virgin graces shed voluptuous day, 

And gleam'd sensation in their parting ray: 

While tempests pour, she bares her shiv'ring breast, 
Names it Love's cradle, and a spicy nest, 116 
With melting accents weaves the dolorous tale, 
And decks lascivious wiles in Pity's vail ; 

Some grape-warm'd STREPHON stumbles on the bliss, 
Storms ev'ry sweet, and all the sweets are—Swiss-- 
But if no head-strong bacchanalian boy; 121 
No antiquated sinner swoln with joy, 

Light on her stand beneath the dripping shed, 
What time foul Theft, nay, Murder slinks to bed, 
Shut out from home—unpaid her weekly rent, 125 
Shut out from hope—her splendid $shilling” spent 
Shut out from pity, by an anger'd world, 

To the flint verge of desperation hurI'd— 

Pale, drooping flow'r, on Thames' wealthy side, 
Mutely she mourns the sun-shine of her pride, 130 
Her summer friends sustain'd on gilded wings, 
Her honey'd lovers with their secret stings, 


Ver. 120. Point d'argent, point de Suisse. 
5 H 


6309 
Trim youth on tip-toe when she deign'd to shine, 
Hoar Avarice bending at her blandish'd shrine 
Appal'd by thought !--revolving on the flood, 135 
Guilt's prompt resource, Grief's apprehensive good: 
One dreadful leap shall rescue from despair, 
ZgBiting reproach, and man's insidious snare!“ 
This said—erect upon the brink she stands, 139 
Uplifts her eyes, her heart, her trembling hands; 
Heav'n views--forgives--with brighter visions blest, 
A flood of tears relieves the wounded breast 
Stung by remorse, to Nature's laws resign'd, 
Self-slaughter's horrors rush upon her mind: 
* What tho” an outcast, poor, unhous'd, disgrac'd, 
“The Maker's image by my crimes defac'd; 146 
Supreme in wisdom INSTINCT breathes within, 
Self dissolution is a deadly sin !--- 
Far be the coward's rashness from my thoughts, 
« Henceforth let years of penance purge my faults, 
„A safe ASYLUM the humane have giv'n, 151 
* And MERCY 1s an attribute of Heav'n!” 


Ver. 152. Dr. Daxwin observes, that * if a simile bore an accurate re- 
gemblance, it would then become a philosophical analogy; and that, any one re- 
sembling feature, is a sufficient excuse for this kind of digression. Supported, as 


; ( 

we are, by such authority, and more, by the example of Homz,” who converted 
every simile into a short episode, till we tremble for this portrait of female 
penury : our hope of pardon for the length of the description, is alone founded on 
the purity of our motive. By making such scenes of rea! misery more known; 
may turn their minds to the subject; and, not only commiserate, but leniently re- 
move those lures to nocturnal dissipation; nern 
. | 


.( &@ } 


CANTO VI. 


TEMPESTS, and humantears, whate'er their springs, 
Thanks to the stars, are not eternal things; 

Ev'n the shrill organ of the shrew must cease, 

The hen-peck'd husband find a pause for peace; 
Gluttons at length to gormandize give o'er, 5 
Long-winded eloquence, no longer bore, 

And teaz'd humanity cry, hold—enough— _ 

To BuTcnELL's nonsense, and the Thespian puff. 


Tho! baleful Malady triumphant stood, 
And drain'd her noisome vial in the flood; 10 
Tho! ship-wreck terrors chill in ev'ry breeze, 
Wholesome as earthquakes, or th' augurial sneeze; 


Ver. 8. See Van BUTCHELL's advertisements. 

Ver. 12. Allusions to passages in our distinguished Poets, occur in the course 
of this composition; sometimes the author avowedly borrows a line; and occa- 
sionally commits an unguarded trespass, the novelty of the application may pal- 
liate the theft. Prudent critics hesitate in their decision on what confident rashness 
terms a plagiarism: in the present instance, the epithet © augurial,” borrowed from 
a passage in the Odyssey, is perhaps an improvement on the unadorned sneeze in 
Paradise regained, B. 4. V. 148. 


( 88 ) 
Man's little universe, the shock gone by, 
Exulting gratulates a genial sky!- | 


The storm subsiding slumbry surges heave, 1 8 


Bland as the bosom yet untaught to grieve; 

An orient splendour gilds the halcyon scene, 
Sor's beamy pencil vies with CLaup LORRAINE, 
Regal'd, new strung, exalted from dismay, 

The ravish'd frame, enjoys the flood of day: 20 
Digestive vows in naval pomp are crown'd, 
Delights unsung, and joys unbought abound! 
---Who bids desist when Nature's laws impell? 
As sun-hatch'd bipeds bursting from the shell, 
Cimmerian darkness teems a smiling birth, 25 
Innocuous forms to feed a pamper earth! 

Oozed like wept balm in Araby the blest, 

Or sparkling vintage from the wine-vat press'd; 


> Substantial bliss— no gew-gaw of delighht— 


Pactolian wonders blaze upon the sight; 30 
To lovely AmeniTRITE's gem-pav'd bow'r, 
Exulting Tritons waft the golden show'r; 


( 54 ) 
Caressing Nereiads feast their laughing eyes, 
Inhale the fragrance, and pure the prize. | 
Profound adepts in fundamental laws, 35 
Teach, peristaltic movement is the cause ; 
Th' effect we boast, nor over-weening pry 


In secrets, wisely hid from mortal eye: 
Too proud to search, and fond of temp'rate light, 
When all goes well, we own, what is—is right. 40 


A band who erst involv'd in winding sheets, 
Partners in grief, are now coheirs in sweets, 
Hope on their crest, impatience in their eye, 
To balmy Health's unspotted fane they fly— 
HyYG1EA smiles--what could she less?--more fair 45 
Than Ma1as son, than DoRuEkR debonair: 
In pleasing converse—cognoscenti all— 
Long they keep up on mimic art the ball: 
The flood of sense unsullied with disguise, 
A theme immense! we thus epitomize. 50 


Ver. 45. SIR CLEMENT COTTREL DormMER, Master of the Ceremonies. 


S8 
Painful the task for hale, impassion'd youth, 
Calmly to halt till Time developes Truth— 
Peruse attentive TAS TE's eccentric school, 


Each master-whim becomes a golden rule: 

Here the quaint limner depth of science shews, 55 

On a lace- ruffle, or a pimpled nose; 

The crumbling fore-ground stains from rotten 
cheese, | | 

And crisps, like parsley fried, his chisel'd trees. 

With verdant dies, another decks the fields, 

Smooth cushion velvet, scarce such solace yields; 

No broken tints disturb the vivid scene, 61 


The sky pure blue, the sea a perfect green, 
Green the trim foliage, green the chequer'd glade, 


Nor dingy russet dares embrown the shade. 

“Truth their companion” —“ Nature still their 
guide“ | | = 

How foully Truth and Nature are belied! 


Ver. 66. NATURE! great parent! whose unceasing hand 
Rolls round the seasons of the changeful year, 
How mighty, how majestic, are thy works! 
With what a pleasing dread they swell the soul 
That sees astorush'd, and astonish d sings! 
THOMPSON. 


( 80-7 

But what is TRuUTH?---Immortal wits pourtray 
The plausive maxim---Rien n est beau qu il Vrai-- 
In Nature's maze a suitor's vows to bless, 

Where does this archetype of art undress? #70 
---Meekly demand conflicting churches, where 
The soul retires, releas'd from worldly care; 

As faith, and zeal, and prejudice impel, 

Heav'ns portal opes, or gapes ingulphing hell. 


Batavians paint with microscopic truth, 75 
Foul linen, squalling brats, and feats uncouth, 
Their © native nature,” native filth embrace, | 
And chastely shun that foreign harlot---Grace--- 
Not so in Greece, where art, no servile trade, 
Affianc'd Nature, all accomplish'd maid! 80 
Painting, obedient to MixERVA“s voice, 
Concenter'd beauty from a varied choice: 


Ver. 75. DRYDEN seems to have entertained no very favourable opinion of the 
taste of this school, in the article of literature: adverting to his own translations of 
the Classics, his words are, I have both added and omitted, and even sometimes 
very boldly made such expositions of my Authors, as no Dutch Commentator will 
forgive me: perhaps in such particular passages, I have thought that I discovered 
some beauty yet undiscovered by those Pedants, which none but a Poet could have 
found.” 


| Preface to Miscellany Poems, Translations, &c. 


( 57 ) 

| Sculpture, sublime the Thund'rer t infuse, 
Snatch'd Jove's grand image from a kindred Muse! 
As soil'd Asbestos whitens in the flame, 85 
Nature shines forth when Genius sheds a beam, 
But clasp d by Dullness, chillingly demure, 

Like coy Mimosa, flies the touch impure. 


The LAxpscArE lyrist, gay, and deftly moves, 
Thro' glade, glen, valley, woodland, green alcoves, 
HoweR's fix'd star, Tradition's meteors shine, 91 
To banish gloom, and love taught Art refine: 
Conscious of strength, he strikes the vocal chord, 
Taste's callow nestlings catch th' inspired word; 
The long-hid secret flashes new-born light, 93 
GREEK ARTISTS WROUGHT AS MUCH FROM SOUL 

AS SIGHT ! 


Ver. 96. We join with every man of taste, in a just admiration of the Ancients, 
at the same time we are not auch spendthrifts of applause, as to be unable to afford a 
small pittance of approbation on the Moderns: Mr. Kxichracknowledges The taste 
for pure and elegant composition, was revived by Raphael: but then he aszerts, 
it expired with him,” and shortly after assures us, that even this great master 
„ would scarcely have been deemed an artist by the Greeks.” Again, MICHAEL 
ANGELO, was always for doing something better than well:” we should be tempted 
to rank this desire of attaining superior excellence, amongst those exalted energies 


(«& ) 
Sooth'd by the strain the Graces wistful gaze, 
Round the rapt lyre an attic radiance plays, 
Painting exulting scuds a boundless sea, 
Nor longer sweats to body forth a flea. 100 
How brief the thread by hasty transports spun ! 
How hard to teach, what science wills to shun! 
Where mantling vines, and creeping woodbines 
Stray, | 
Spring-guns lie couch'd, and men-traps grin for 
prey. | 
Scowling at chains, the sylvan bard proceeds, 105 
Expounding axioms, and enforcing creeds, 
Forbids the Tyro as he fame pursues, 
To © crudely copy what he never views;” 


- 


which tend to elevate both mechanic labours, and intellectual powers; it seems we 
are much mistaken—* Such attempts excite the wonder and admiration of the igno- 
rant,” —* Hence, a puerile ambition for novelty and originality, become the predo- 
minant principle of an imitative art, the business of which is to copy, and not 
create.” Here a very old question may be revived as applicable to the present 
time, as to the age of AucusTUs. Had novelty been equally odious to the Greeks 
as to us, what could have been ancient at this day? 


Quod si tam Græcis novitas invisa ſuisset, 
Quam nobis; quid nunc esset vetus? 


Horat. Epist. Lib. 2. 


Ft 8:3 


Proves *just congruity” exalts a whole, 
Yet want of symmetry, subdues the soul; 110 
Doats on detail, Poussix's neglect admires, 
Now “ flat, dull forms,” offended vision tires; 
Here tints alone are landscape's deathless pride, 
And form, a very nothing by their side: 

Applauds appeals of genius to the heart, 115 
Proscribes, yet practices the Surgeon's art, 

And touch'd with rapture at Perfection's point, 
Proclaims AroLLo's shoulder out of joint; 

Purrs oer the grossness like a tender nurse, 
Declares to form it better had been worse, 120 


Ver. 118, To justify these lines, as well as to vindicate the God of our 
Hdolatry,” we must here introduce the intire note on Ver. 129, of the Land- 


scape, Book 1. 
* In the statue of Apollo, in the same Cortile of the Belvidere; the left 


shoulder, which is raised, is farther from the neck than the right, which is fallen, 
An inaccuracy $0 gross, in a work of such masterly excellence, must have been in- 
tended; and, I believe, the wonderful expression of lightness, movement, and 
agility, which distinguishes this figure, is considerably augmented by it.” Thus, 
according to the belief of the author of this quotation, lightness, movement, and 
agility in the human frame, are not produced by a correct organization, or an ap. 
propriate symmetry of parts: even in that most refined and dignified idea of manly 
beauty, the ArOLLO; the essence of © apparent precision” is nothing more than 
real incorrectness,” and form, and moving 50 express and admirable, are the re- 
zult of gross inaccuracy. Unfortunately for this argument, the gross inaccuracy 
producing such wonderful effects, has no existence. 


ö 


( 1 

Then greatly rising with a travel'd shrug, 

Pours out Taste's essence from a brazen Juc. 

This sacred relick, blazon'd to the town, 

Once deck'd the side-board of a Grecian clown, 
Thence snatch'd by Muuuius with a victor's haste, 
On Tyber's banks the proud procession grac'd; 126 


Ver. 123. Not having discovered the want of symmetry in the statue of Apollo; 
it is not to be wondered at, if the latent beauties of this © little specimen of antient 
manufacture, where all is karmony and unison,” should have escaped our pene- 

tration: this insensibility we regret, for undoubtedly, a great source of happiness 
 arises from being able to find © good in every thing.” | 

How far rules drawn from the practice of statuaries and of painters, may be ap- 
plicable to the improvement of the face of a country, or whether a Gentleman's 
Seat should open on the sight like an epic Poem on the mind, are subjects on which 
we pretend not to decide: there are some passages in the LANDSCAPE congenial to 
our feelings, particularly the observations on the group of the Laocoon and Sons. 
Voll was certainly wrong in making the suffering hero roar out;” in the mar- 
ble the breast is expanded and the throat contracted, to shew that the agonies which 
convulse the frame are borne in silence.“ Having been once a terrified spectator 
of a Panther seizing a young man, experience corroborates the opinion, that ex- 
treme agony takes away the power of utterance ; in this afflicting scene, the fangs 
of the fore-paws penetrated into the shoulder and thigh, while the animal's teeth 
transfixed the left wrist of the youth; in the extreme of distress, not a groan was 
heard from the sufferer, but his lips were in motion, as if crying out for aid: at 
length, liberated by the joint exertions of a friend, and the keeper of the wild 
beasts, after some cordials had been administered he recovered his speech, and ac- 
cused the spectators for not having compassionated his shrieks. 

This circumstance occurred in Rome, a few German, F rench, and English 
Artists were present, one of whom made a sketch as accurate as the disorder of the 
moment would permit. | 
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Now, fairly purchas'd, teaches Taste's meek sons, 
That grace celestial lives, and moves, in bronze / 


Thus flow'd discourse the vocal gales increase, 
Fear vanquish'd flies, and sea- sick plaints surcease. 
Jocund on deck, regenerate we view 131 
The manly efforts of a warlike crew; 

Agile, yet firm, dauntless in ev'ry deed, 

True British blood, and more than Spartan breed. 


Hail! hardy race, our bulwark, and our pride! 
'Tis yours the fate of empire to decide, 136 
To waft abundance from each distant shore, 

And sate BRITANNIA till she crave no more! 


Impurpled slaughter stains Germania's soul, 
Extraneous spoilers crush the bleeding Pole, 140 
Siberian fetters strangle Russian peace, 
Abject suspicion Swedes, and Danes debase; 
Sordid Batavia, barters fame for pelf, 

Her vast designs are all absorpt, -in self--- 
Subdued by apathy, Italia sleeps; 145 
Degraded Greece, a captive province, weeps, 


3 
While Lusitania, fall'n from manly arts, 
Barbs Superstition's hell- constructed darts. 
See Gaulish Tribunes, CaT1LinE their guide, 
Pollute fair Freedom's renovating tide, 150 
And chain'd Iberia, region of romance, 
In smother'd hectic, sigh! to cope with France. 
---Let Gaul, Iberia, tough Batavia join, 
Russ, Dane, and Swede, insiduously combine 
Spite of enrag'd Republicans, and slaves, 155 
BRITANNIA rules, omnipotent, the waves. 


Thrice happy Isle, where equal laws prevail, 
Where poiz'd by justice, Mercy turns the scale; 
Where laughing vallies shout extensive joy, 0 
Nor fierce invaders Ceres' fields destroy: 160 
Thy matchless sons with energy embrace, 

Danger, and death, to give their country peace; 
Philosophy uprears her sacred head, 

And living laurels wreath the quick, and dead; 
Painting ascends--ah me!--here mem'ry fails, 165 
Lost are the full benevolent details, 

Of Barons bold, who fir'd by lofty views, 

Snatch from their hounds to feed a hungry Muse; 


( 6g ) 


* 


vet Art shall flourish-FAuxE the fancy. fires-== 


PEACE nods assent, the classic page inspires. 
While active ComMeRcs with resistless way, 


Bears down each gothic bar that shut out day. 


170 


| But, hark--the din of Portsmouth Point prevails, 
Smoke from a thousand friendly hearths regales; 
Drop the poiz'd anchor, furl the canvas wing, 175 
To British soil, to British beauty cling ; 

No more beguiled the glassy surface rove, 

Fly PELLEw's glory, for Pomona's grove, 

Or haunt the portico, or halls of state, 

Where the world's welfare hangs on the debate: 
The patriot breast alone feels conscious pride, 181 
In stemming Tyranny's, or Faction's tide, 
Fomenting merit by rewards, or praise; 

And glows to rival worth of antient days! 


Fly, lusty bargemen, seize the sounding oar, 185 
Transport us swiftly to the gladsome shore, 
There eagle Freedom builds secure her nest, 


And Britons feel they ne er can be oppress d- 
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A ig expectation on the beach atten 


The beach atchiev'd, we hug a host of friends, 190 
With sparkling eyes, all emulous in care, 
But, oh! the darling glances of the fair! 
What keen sensations in the soul we prove, 
From sympathy of voices tuned to love! 
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Come, heavy laden, here your miseries end, 195 

[ Name but distress, BRirANNIA proves a friend. 
---Dash'd-from his altars in the wreck of thrones, _ 
Not unreliev'd the banish'd Pastor moans: 11 
The meek-ey'd Vestal, bound by early vows, 
Hope's narrow strait, from fear to freedom, ploughs; 
Receiv'd, caress'd, she says, or seems to say, 201 
* Where virtues flourish monkish rites decay: 

: „Sans veil, sans vows, can ALBION's matrons miss 

8 * A sure, humane, exalted path to bliss! 204 
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